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1710 
MISS THA 


( WITHOUT PERMISSION, } 


MADAM, 
I T muſt afford infinite pleaſure to every lover of 
the Drama, that your Ladyſhip is ſo far reco- 
vered from that hypochondriac diſorder (which, 
for theſe ſeveral years paſt, preyed on your Lady- 
ſhip's mind,) as to recal Mit and Humour from their 
involuntary exile, 


The reſtoration of your Ladyſhip's health, was 
entirely owing to the ſpecifics adminiſtered to your 
Ladyſhip by the late Drs. Foote, Garrick, and 
Goldſmith, and the preſent Drs. Colman, Sheridan, 
and Murphy, | | 
A 2 All 


* 


* DEDICATION. 

All their joint efforts were for a long time baf-. 
fled, by your Ladyſhip's ſwallowing thoſe ſentimental 
and Joporiferous potions, preſcribed to you by a few 
quacks, who endeavoured to perſuade your Lady- 


ſhip, that a dejection of ſpirits was more agreeable 
to your nature, than mirth and hilarity. 


\ 

Your Ladyſhip will oblige many of your ad- 
mirers, if you will inform your Ladyſhip's ſiſter, 
Miſs Melpomene, that ſhe has been in a viſible de- 
cline during the greateſt part of this century, en- 
tirely owing to her unſkilful and anfeeling emperics, 
who, in attempting to reſtore your ſiſter to her 
priſtine beauty, have reduced her to a mere ſkele- 
ton. \ 


Her diſtemper not being ſo eaſily cured as your 
Ladyſhip's, ſhe had better, in the mean time, diſ- 
card thoſe quacks who poiſon her with their hetero- 
geneous compoſitions ;z and wait with patience till 
Dame Mature ſends her ſome more able phy ſicians to 
cleanſe her of all impurities, and re-adorn her in the 
robes of true eur. tenderneſs and ſublimity. 


I moſt humbly beg your Ladyſhip's pardon for 
dedicating rhis een to you, without obtain- 
ing your Ladyſhip's permiſſion; but I affure your 
 Ladyſhip, that I would have waited on you in per- 
ſon, had I not heard of your Ladyſhip's being fo buſy 
at preſent in . Qucen-treet and Soho. ſjuare, that no 
one could get an audience of you. 


The 


DEDICATION, v 


The Cobler of Caſtlebury being my fir rams a 
Eſſay, I hope your Ladyſhip will ſo far patronize 
it, as to infuſe an ample portion of candour and 
good nature into the breaſts of the audience, to fit 
it out with patience ; and, (if it has the leaſt ray of 
merit) ſave it from the claws of his moſt infernal 
majeſty, who hovers about a Theatre, at the repre- 
ſentation of every new piece, eager to devour it, 
as vultures do over a field of battle, 


Being haſtily got up for a Benefit, and preceded 
by no: leſs than three of your favourites, all of 
eſtabliſhed merir, the mind muſt be ſo conſiderably 
Jaded with mirth, ere the poor Cobler makes his ap- 
pearance, as greatly to diminiſh the effect he otherwiſe 
might have had. 


The characters are all lo, and whatever humour 
it is poſſeſſed of, likewiſe /ow ; but if it creates any 
laughter in the audience, and your Ladyſhip pa- 
tronizes it, the end is fully anſwered by, 1 

Madam, 
Your Ladyſhip's 


Moſt ſincere Admirer, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N . 
LAPSTONE, à Cobler, Mr. WiLsoxN. 
BLUFF, @ Sergeant, Mr. J. WIIsox. 


RAWBOY, à Country Lad, Mr. WEwTrz x- 


WOMEN. 


KATE, Wife to Lapſtone, and) 3 
Sifter to Rawboy : Mrs, Mos ron. 


NANCY, Wiſe to Bluff, Mrs. Wilsox. 
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COBLER or CASTLEBURY. 


OVERTURE. SHIET p. 


4 the . * 


Scene the CoblxR's Houſe. Lars row, Sergeant 
Burr and RawBoy diſcovered at a Table, with 
a Bowl and Glaſſes before them. Larsrous and 
Brurr ſmoaking. 


AI R I. Gruorz. 


LAPSTO N. 


HE RE's nought can ſurpaſs 
The power of the plaſs ; 
And the joys of the big-belly'd bowl : 
T he old it makes young ; 
To the dumb gives a tongue; 
And drives ſorrow and care / rom the ſoul. 


BLUFF. 


I makes virgins kind, 
And ope their young mind 
Throw old-faſhion'd virtue away: 
It invigorates youth; 
Bids the parſon ſpeak truth : | 
Zr'n ver all — bears its ſway. 


Raw30r, 


* 


' i —_—__—_— oz 
| 71 Rawsor. | 


It makes Rawboy forget 

His dear, dear little Bet, 
And fellow the drum and the He: 
be glaſs and the gold 
Daotb make me feel bold; 
And, ecod, Pm a king's man * l ife! 


Rr pr. 


We'll laugh, drink, and . ing ; 
And fight for our king. 
Then fill up a bumper all round: 
May each jolly chum, | 
Who follows the drum, 
Be with riches and glory ſoon crown'd. 


ag + Ecod, 1 I hope ſo too; and . ere 


long, I'll be a corporal at the head of a regiment ! 
Brurr. A corporal! a colonel you mean. For 
my part, I expect to ſee you a general---Field-marſhal 
Raw boy ! what a fine warlike ſqunding name you've 
got. *Ant he a well-made, handſome young tellow 
Lapſtone? 
LA. Why, Sergeant, to ſay truth, although I'm 
ſew'd to his ſiſter, he's a bit of pretty good Father 
I believe; none of your ſlop-work: he's well tann'd, 
and neatly made; but *tis a deviliſh pity his quarters 
we're not cut a little longer. 


Burr. Pho, pho, that's no fault: tis not always 
your largeſt ſwords or heavieſt metal that do the 


greateſt execution ; for my part 1 look upon Rawboy 


do be a ſhort ſix; and pray what does more miſchief 


1n the day of battle than a ſhort ſix, Lapſtone? 

Lay. Short fix! faith Sergeant he's little more 
than five, or I'm deviliſhly out in my meaſure. How 
m__ feet do you e. Ramboy'? 


Raws- 
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Raw. Laſt Eaſter I was five feet four inches and 
three quarters by Joe the waggoner's whip; but 
may hap I'm grown ſince, and, "As the Sergeant lays, 
may be naw a ſhort ix. | 

Blurr. I mean pounders, ye booklet 
Raw. Pounds! la, Sergeant, what a good gueſſer 
ou are! Brother Lapſtone, as I ive, I was yeſterday 


in old Huckſter's ſcales, and weighed exactly twelve 


ſtone, ſix pounds, baiting a quarter of an ounce. 
Brorr. Ye ignorant clodhoppers ! Why Lapſtone, 

I can excuſe Rawboy for not underſtanding me; but 

you that have been in the militia not to know what a 

fix pounder is! 

La. I underftand you now, Sergeant; ut not by 

being in the militia: what the devil have they to do 

with cannon! I was in the weſtern diviſion of the 


Middleſex. for three years, and, during all that time, 


TI never had the fight of any, excepting two that I 

ſaw on an expedition up the river, plac'd as lamp- 
poſts before my Lord Spindle's great gate. 

IJ Fall. drowſy. 

Burr. Lamp- poſts ! pſha ! but was you never at 

Coxheath, or at Warley ? there you would have feen 

the ſhort ſixes, and the _o ſixes at the head of 


every corps | 


Raw. Lard, Sergeant, it muſt be a woundy fine 


ſhow, to ſee the great cannons and the little cannons, 


and the guns, and the ſwords, all firing at the: French! | 


I with I was at Warley ! 

BLurr. Give me your hand, Raw boy! J foreſee 
as clear as I fee this glaſs, that you'll one day be a 
great man. PI] promote you to the rank of corporal 
in a few weeks after you've join'd the regiment ! 
Can you write? 

(During this the Cob ler is falling aſleep with the pipe 

in his mouth.) 


B 7 2 : Raw. 


1 ne C oOo B I. E R 


Raw. Can J write! I, that 1 can, Sergeant, as well 
as any in Caſtlebury; and count too---I've kept 
mother's counts for more than eight years, and in 
all that time never chalt'd a pint of ale or glaſs of 

in too much or too little. 

BLurr. (Stifling @ laugh) What an excellent 
ſcholar you mult be! Tou- be an honour to your 
king and country. But can't you write with any 
thing elſe than chalk ? 

Raw. Can I not! I, that I can, both with pencil 
and with charcoal and mayhap with pen too, when 
put to the puſh. 

Brurr. Lapſtone! here's a brother for you |! 
What! falling aſleep! (Strikes him on the ſhoulder. 

LAP. Holloa! What! Sergeant ! (Rubbing his eyes. 

Burr. Why, Lapſtone, *tis too ſoon yet to make 
an expedition to the land of Nod: beat up your 
quarters man, and drink about. Keep your peepers 
open, like a jolly ſportſman, that ſcorns to ſleep 

when the game is in view; and I'll ſing you a ſong, 
which wall deſcribe to you the) Joys of the chace, 


AIR II. S HIEL p.“ 


The bluſh o 7 Aurora now tinges the morn, | 
And dew-drops beſpangles the ſweet-ſcented thorn, 
ben ſound, 2 ſportſman, ſound the gay horn, 
21 Phæbus awakens the day: 
And ſee naw he riſes in fplendor how bright, 
TO Pan for Phebus the god of delight, 
ow glorious in beauty now baniſhes night, 
I ben mount boys, to horſe and away. 


* The words by Mr. Hartley—and, by kis permiſſion ſung in this 
piece. From Shield's collection of ſongs. 


; u. What 


Of CASTLEBURY. 75 
II. 


What raptures can equal the joys of the chace; 
Health, bloom, and contentment appear in each face, 
And in our ſwift courſers what beauty and grace, 
Whilſt we the ſwift flag do purſue : 
At the deep and harmonious ſweet cry of the hounds, 
Ming d by terror he burſts through the foreſts wide bounds, 
And tho like the lightning he darts oer the grounds, 
Yet ſtill boys we keep him in view, 


III. 


When cha ill quite ſpent, he his fe does reſign, 
Our victim we'll offer to Bacchus ſhrine, 
And revel in honour of Nimrod divine, 
That hunter ſo mighty of fame : 
Our glaſſes then charge to our country and king. 
Love and beauty we'll fill to, and jovially fing, 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſs, till we make the houſe ring. 
To all ſdorijmen and ſons of the game. 


Lap. Thar s a moſt excellent IVE Sergeant; 
but faith you've almoſt ſew'd me up. Rawboy, 
where's your liſter Kate all this while? Go call her. 

W_ Exit Rawboy. 
In troth, Sergeant, this enliſting bowl of Rawboy's 
has made me both tipſy and ſleepy; for J feel the 
ppper-leathers of my eyes begin to be deviliſh heavy. 


/ Enter KATE and RAWBOY. 
Well, Kate, fit down, Will you have glaſs this 
afternoon ? 2 

Karts, You know, my dear, I never drink any 
thing but tea, or toaſt and. water, 

| | Lar. 


Ss SEDEL'ER 


Lay. Tea! D*'ye hear that, Sergeant? Nothing 
will fit Dick 246 08h the Cobler's wife, but tea, 
forſooth. * 

Brurr. O, by all means, Lapſtone, I think you 
are very bappy i in having a wite that drinks nothing 
ſtronger than tea. I wiſh every man's wife was like 
| vas s, my pocket would be tuller prim'd, and my 

naplack 8 loadcd than they are at preſent, 
1 eſa 3 (Aide. 

Raw. Why, ſiſler, you may drink one glaſs, if it 
is only for thy brother Rawboy's ſake, and wiſh that 
he may be a colonel. | 

Kar. A colonel !---a carman rather. I am ſure 
none that know you wilt wet their cheeks for your 
departure. . 

Blur. O do not Foenk ſo to your brother-· for 
he'Il be an honour to your family I am certain 1 his 
abilities will foon exalt him. 

Karz. Yes---to the halberds, perhaps. 

Lp. Why, look you Kate; perhaps, if I am 
waxed to it, I can be a bit of as croſs-grain'd ſtuff 
as yourſelt---ſo be quiet---let your brother be at reſt 
for one night, and ſince you wont drink you ſhall 
ſing, that's flat. 

Raw. Ecod, Sergeant, ſhe's got as fine a pipe as 
'any of your raree-ſhow folks; tho'f ſhes an ill- 
natured toad at times. | 
Brurr. Pray do, ma am, oblige me with a ſong. 
She looks deviliſn inviting. Aldde. 
© Kars. Sir, to oblige you, and obey my huſband, 
I'll endeavour to entertain you as well as I can. 
Lr. Aye, now, that's like a good girl, Kate. 
Give. me the favourite ſong that Sukey "Sugar: lips 
*brought from London---its chanted by all the great 
folks there, Sergeant, who ſay it's deviliſh good 
now for my part, I think it damn'd unnatural ſqual- 


ing ſtuff; but ins It way, Kate. — * 
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AT 8 M, SHIELD; 


KaTs. 


One day I ſpy'd a little boy 
A ſigbing by a river's fide; 
I gave him every childiſh toy 
To ſoothe and dry ſoft ſorrow's tide. 


T claſp'd him in my virgin arms; 

His head lay on my ſwelling breaſt : 
J never ſaw before ſuch charms 

As that bewitching heaw'nly gueſt. 


He told me Cupid was his name, 

Mo harmleſs as the turtle dove; 

For all his darts had loſt their aim, 
PAs had chain'd the god of love. 


1 promiſed to ſet him free, 
F that my Damon hed enſnare; 
He ſoon ſweet Damon join'd to me; 
And we now live a happy pair. 


 _ (Lapſtone falls aſleep repeating the laſt 
line of the air.) 


Brurr. What the devil !---does your 1 
voice drive his ſenſes into winter quarters? P1 
wake him. | 


2 Karz, 


eden l. En 


| Kars. O, no, Sir---let him have a little nap--- 
*will be of ſervice to him But pray, Sergeant what 
is become of Mrs. Bluff? I expected to have had 
the pleaſure of her company this afternoon. 
Burr. She'll be here preſently, Ma” Op, 
ry ve a good mind to ſtorm this beautiful little fort-]! 
think I can force it to ſurrender. (Alde.) That's 
well thought of; Rawboy, you'll deliver this 
letter inſtantly to the Captain---and if you ſhould 
meet my Nancy, tell her that ſhe muſt go along 
with you for his linen; as he ordered her to call 
for them about this time. Sh 
Raw. I wull, Sargant. 
[Exit 1 
Kar. I'm ſure, Sergeant, you'll never make any 
thing of that wooden-headed oaf. 
Blurr. O, yes, Ma'am, I always prefer ſuch 
rough unpoliſhed lads as Rawboy, to your conceited 
halt-bred fellows; and I am ſure if he ever attains. 
even to a twentieth part of the good ſenſe of his 
faſter, he'll be a clever fellow. 

Kr. I am proud of your good opinion of me, 
Mr. Sergeant ; but you gentlemen of the army are 
very apt to flatter us women. | 

Brurr. Flatter you, Madam !----no----would to 
keaven that fortune had been ſo indulgent as allotted 

you to have been my comrade for life! O, my dear 

Mrs. Lapſtone, you have been long the firſt in my 
muſter-roll of beauties! I have been, in the Eaſt 
Indies as well as the Weſt; and upon my ſoul, my 
dear Ma'am, I never reconnoitred ſo fine a fort in 

all the marches I have made, as your dear ſelf! 

Kerk. O ho!---This is what I long\ſuſpeCted--. 
The Sergeant, like a brave ſoldier, I fee, makes an 

attack on every woman he thinks agrecable—-but Pll 
Rumour him a little. "I Afi ee, ) G, Sir, you make 
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me too many compliments !---You gentlemen are ſo 


agreeable !---Could I think you ſpoke truth !--- 


BLvee, Truth! I am true as a rifle-barrel gun 
but my dear charming woman! I leave to your 
dear ſelf the terms of capitulation. 

Kare. Huſh, huſh ! don't be ſo 4 in your 
ſpeeches; you don't conſider that you'll awake my 
* — and J aſſure you, Mr. Sergeant, he'ILſoon 
force me to ſurrender, on any terms he thinks proper. 

Brurr. O my dear angel, one ſalute I beg of you! 

(As Bluff kiſſes Mrs. Lapſtone, the Cobler gives a 
yawn, which diſconcerts them, and they ſtand at 
a conſiderable diſtance from each other.) 
Lay. (Sings as in his fleep.) ** Happy pair happy 


«pair [” ( Mutters. Drink about, drink about, 


Sergeant, it's good rum rum twon't hurt you--- 
*twon't hurt you---do it---do it. 

(After this, the Sergeant ſecing the Cobler” is 
faſt afieep attempts, in dumb ſhew, to s Mrs: 
Lapjtone again.) 

Brurr. Now, my dear Mrs. Lapſtone, I'm fure 
you won't refuſe me another, as your huſband gives 


his conſent, (Kiſſes her.) *Sdeath, I am all afire ! 


Pm blown up! Now's the moment for giving the 


coup de main, my charming Mrs. Lapſtone | 


KATE. ( Afiae.) I believe this is carrying the joke. 
a little too far; but I'll make an appointment with 
him, and then tell my huſband of it. Hold, hold, 
Sergeant, you're too ſudden in your attacks; make 
your approaches more regularly and cooly ; for fear 
I may ſpring a mine, and force you raile 
the ſiege, 

Blur. Egad that's true. (Ajfide.) I ſurrender, 
my dear, to your ſuperior ſkill; but when will be 
the happy moment ? O tell me ſpeedily ! keep me 
not long on the bayonet of ſuſpence, I beſeech 


8 ' 
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Kr. You don't conſider, Mr. Bluff, that your 
wife will be here juſt now---be calm; be adviſed; 
reſtrain your paſſion: My huſband is going out 
in a little about ſome buſineſs; and PlIl take care 
that your wife ſhan't ſtay long : meet me here in 
an hour, and then I hope every thing will be 
agreeable. 
Brurr. O my adorable, my deareſt creature l. 
diſpoſe of me as you pleaſe; my heart's your 
priſoner, and I cannot march a foot without your 
permiſſion; but my life! my ſoul! do not expoſe 
yourſelf to the hazards of delay---let the preſent 
moment decide the conteſt. | 
KaTE. No, no, Mr. Sergeant, I'Il keep my word; 
and you may depend upon my punctuality. — Soft! 
IJ am afraid he's awaking. 
(Going near her huſband, who YAawWns., 

Burr. *Tis a flaſh in the pan, my dear. (Look- 
ing at him.) He's faſt again; and ſnoars as muſically 
as an unbrac'd drum of a wet morning. The pre- 
ſent moment, my dear, is ours, the next our 
_ enemy's, 


A IK 
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AIR IV. Taro. SRIEI p. 
Blurr, (taking her round the waiſt.) 


Shoot time as it flies; 
Enjoy the preſent hour; 
For thoſe bright eyes 
Have all-conquering pow'r ! 
Delay, 
Breeds diſmay, 
Breeds doubts, breeds fear 


Law; (in his ſleep.) 


Don't be afraid---do it---my dear 
*T won't hurt you--- 
Th n' hurt you 
Do it my dear---- 
Blurr. Tm all in a flame 
She's moſt overcome : 


Kart. Let go---O for ſhame! (Bluff kiſſes Rave. ) 


LAP. That's rum that's rum : 
KATE. Away, 
Don't ſtay 


Brurr. Hollow love, my ſweet fair--- 


Lay. Do it do it happy pair I | 
Don't be afraid--- (Bluff k iſſes 


Don't be afraid. Kate again.) 


Happy * * 


(After the ſong, Nancy, the ſergeant s wife, is 


coming 1n, but ſeeing her huſband having 


his hand around Kate's wailt, ſhe ſtarts back 


In a great fury.) 


Nan, 


by n C0 8 I. E. ** 


Nax. Mighty fine! mighty fine this is the 
modeſt, virtuous Kate Lapſtone! O, I could tear 
her eyes out! what a ſtupid, taſteleſs, ungrateful 
fellow he 1s---to prefer ſuch a dowdy as her, to me, 
Nancy Bluff! but PII reſtrain my paſſion, and hear 
what the wretches have to ſay to one another. 

(During Nancy's ſpeech Kate ebſerves her. 

K Ark. O ho, Mrs. Bluff; now I'm reſolved to 

have a little ſport. ( Afide.) Let me go, my dear, 
(To Bluff. 

Nax. My dear! O the brazen- fac'd flut ! 

( Biting ber fingers. 

Brurr. My adorable Mrs. Lapſtone! do, let us 
have a walk then for half an hour, till you huſband 
awakes. 

Nan. O the monſter! my dear! my adorable ! 
O, the unconſcionable fellow! can t he be content 
with one woman? | (Cries. 

Katz. With all my heart; but I can't ſtay long. 

Brurr. This is ſo kind, my ſweet angel! Had I 
been enliſted for life to you, my dear, inſtead of that 
Jade Nancy, what a loving couple we would have 

en. 

(Exennt Bluff and Kate, with his hand round ber waiſt. 

Nan. L'Illgo mad! I'll fend the drums after them: 
O the traitor ! falſe to my bed! Was it for this I 
made intereſt with Capt. Spontoon to make him his 
| ſergeant : ? was it for this I fill'd his knapſack with the 
captain's ſhirts and ſtockings? Muſt my hands be 
in the wath-tub all day, toiling for a villain that 
deceivs me! that deſpiſes me! 
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Nancy. 


But J ſcorn him] T ſcorn him! 
Reveng d Tl be, 
Reveng d I'll be, 
Reveng*d DI be.-IJ'll horn him! 
And then with pleaſure die! 


My heart will break, 
15 heart will break! 
O beigh / Obheigh! Oheigh! © height. 
No, no, no, I will not cry: 
O heigh! _ 
No, no, no, I will not cry. 


(Lapſtone gives a ſnoar, at which ſhe turns and 
ſees him aſleep i in the chair.) 


oO thou poor contented cuckold !---His horns are 
too heavy for his head---his horns !---his horns ! 
Dont I feel my own !---Oh ! I'll follow them, raiſe 
the town, and ſer the dogs after them. | 

Lay. (Jarons.) Kate----wh -at a clock is it? 

Nan. I'll awake him I'll tell him all---No, no, 
no, I'll be reveng'd another way; the captain ſhall 
know his treachery, and turn him into the ranks 
again. 

Lap. { waking ) Holloa4- .-.-K--ate ! 

i Nax. 


| his laft ! 
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Nan. (Going up to Lapſtone) Ill blow the horns of 
cuckoldom in his cars---no---he's got no courage 
he dare not even beat his wife, unleſs he 1s drunk. 

LAr. (Z. OWING, rubbing. his eyes, and riſing off the 
chair) O that rum's play'd the devil with my head- 

iece---I'm (Yawns) Pm ſure I ſhan't wear long. 
I'm a rotten hide, I believe, and ſhall ſoon be brought 
to my end. What, Mrs. Bluff ! how goes it? how 
goes it? egad, you look as neat and as fine this after- 
noon as a new ſeal-!kin pump---let me taſte your 
head, my dear. ( (Kiſſes ber. 

Nav. W. ell, I'll be reveng'd (4/ide.) What would 
your wife ſay if the ſaw. this, Mr. Lapſtone---I ſup- 
pole ſhe'd pull my cap off? 

Lap. She !---a piece of cow-ſkin no, no, my 
dear, (kiſſes her again.) egad this does me more ſer- 


vice tba beating about the glaſs. 
(Attempting to kiſs her again. 


Nan. Are you mad, or drunk, or what's the 
matter with you ? conſider where you are. - if your 
wife or my hufband ſhould ſee this !---I never ſaw 
you ſo before. | . | | 
LA. Odſo, where is Kate? (calls aloud.) Kate! 

Nan. (Aſide.) Shall I tell him---no, no---then I 
might loſe my revenge---She's gone out a little, but 
will be back in half an hour. 

Lae. And where is Bluff and Rawboy ? 

Nax. With the captain, I believe. 
Lr. Half an hour! (muy/ing) My dear Mrs: 

Bluff, J have long gazed on you as the prixe-ſhoe of 
beauty, and I wiſh that heaven had been ſo kind as ta 
have entwin'd you' with me for life; for your be- 
witching looks and ſweet company have given me 
quite new foul; and if you do not ſpeedily wax 
loving and pity _ on draw poor OO to 


NAN. 
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Nan. (Aſide.) This will be tit for tat, I think 
Could I believe you, Mr. Lapitone ! 
_ Lap, Believe me, my dear Mrs. Bluff! Doth 
rolin melt? Doth calf-ſkin wear well? 'O, could 
you ſee the inſide of my ſoul, you'd find me as juft 
and true as a new-made ſhoe, as kind and agreeable. 
as 4 half-wore pump. 
Nan. You men are ſo apt to deceive! _.. 
Lay. (Taking hold of her.) My "— Mrs. Bluff, 
let us bring it this moment to an end! | 
Nax. No, no, Mr. Lapſtone, this is a very im- 
Yroper moment; your brother, wife, and my hul- 
band, will be here ſpeedily; any other time 1 ſhall 
be happy in your company. 
Lap. Shall you, my deareſt !---Will you meet 
me here in an hour, and I'll take care to have them 
all out of the way ? 


Nan. You may depend upon me, Mr. Lapſtone; 


for you are ſo very agreeable ! 


Lay. Do you think 10 !---thoſe words have drawn 
from my heart the pairing-knife of deſpair, and I 
am now n happy. 


ATR 
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Nan. Farewell, my Lapſtone, pray be true, 
Nor give me the leaſt cauſe to rue; 
For Nancy you will always find 
A girl affefiicnate and kind. 


LA. Fl be ſincere, 
My deareſt dear! 
5 Nor never you betray. 
Nan. On lovers wings Pl] ſwiftly fly, 
To meet my Dick, whoſe roguiſh eye 
Has flole my heart away. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 


* This Air, compoſed by Mr. Shield, was introduced by Mils 
Catley, in Lowe in a Village, at the Theatie Royal, Dublin, nj 


6 * 


„ o CASTLESUA TW 


ä II. 


* 


SCENE I. The Fields. 
The Sergeant and the Cobler's Wife fitting on a bench, 
AIR VII. SIXT o. 


Blues. {) Now, my dear, pray dont be coy. 
Kart. ? I proteſt you are uncivil, 
Let go my arm---*twont give you joy 
To commut ſo great an evil. 


8 Tis love, tis pureſt paſſion 6 — 
KATE. Lou area vile wicked devi; 
Your conduct now my breaſt enthrals— 
T thought you __ civil. 


(At the end of the ſong, as Bluff has hold of 
Kate's arm, Raw boy comes gaping up be- 
hind them. ) 


Raw. (Behind.) La! who's this >... Sarjant and 
ſiſter !---Eccod I believe they're about no good---La, 
who would have thought Sarjant could be ſo cruel 

as to harm ſiſter. (Thruſting in his head between them ) 
Sarjant! ſiſter! what's the matter? 

(They are both * but preſently recover. 
KarTz, 
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Kart. The matter! You unfeeling hog! Dont 


you ſee how I'm obliged to pull the Sergeant's arm : 
I'm afraid its broken, or out of joint. 


Raw. O lal is that all; there was no anſwer Sar-⸗ 


Jant. (Aſide.) Ecod I doubt my brother Lap- 
ſtone is made a knight ere this. 

Kare. Is that all! do ye ſay, ye 1 
wretch! 

Brurr. Ay, your brother's a good lad; but does 
not think it fo bad as it is, elſe he'd pity me. Oh 

Raw. How cam'ſt by it, Mr. Sarjant ? 

BLurr. Going acroſs the fields, to ſee what kept 
vou ſo long; and leaping over. a. ſtile, I had 
the misfortune to fall; but a little after, I bad the 
good luck to meet Mrs. Lapſtone, going to Farmer 
\ Gooſehead's, who kindly fat down on this bench, 
and has given it two or three pulls for fear it ſhould 
be out of joint: I am much obliged to her. (Feeling 
his arm all the while. ) Oh! thoſe little twitching 
pains! 

Raw. Give's hold on't, S il pull it. 

0 pulls 11. 

BLurr, I'm afraid it's broken. 

Karg. While I go to Farmer Gooſehead's, do 
you go home with the ſergeant to your mother's, 
Rawboy---I won't ſtay long. . 
Raw. (Aſide.) Ecod I believe it is broak. How 
ist naw Sarjant ? does't pain woundly? 

BrLurr. I thank ye, Rawboy---It's a great deal 
eaſier. 

Raw. I'm glad on't---mother always reckoned me 
a good phyſician ; for I am the ſeventh ſon, and born 
a doctor: I ſhould' have been put prentice long 
ago to Horſeleech the farrier; and Yfaith I've a 
good mind to go yet, for i'd like to be a phyſician 
| A horſes, cows, ſheep, and aſſes. 

| | BLurr. 
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Burr. What! do you go back in your word of 
honour ? do you make a retrogade march ? | 

( Looking diſdainfully at him. 
Raw. I never made a great march as yet, Mr. 


Sarjant; and am reſolv'd to make no more. (Taking: 


the ribands out of his hat.) There's your ribands--- 
they're not much worſe for wear, and may ſerve 


another fool for a day or two; here's half a guinea, 
and four and ſixpence for the punch; and twenty 


ſhillings for ſmart-money---Ecod I think it's {mart 
enough on poor Rawboy. (Drops the ribands. 
Burr. You little inſignificant ram-rod ! (Draws 
his ſword, and going up to RKawbey, who retreats.) If 
It was not for the reſpect ] have for your family, I 
would inſtantly cut you in pieces ; but know, thou 
vile clodpole, that il force thee to march and 
countermarch over all the deſerts of Arabia, where 


thy brains will be broil'd in thy head, thy tongue 


parch'd to the roof of thy mouth, and thy body 


burnt to a cinder----thou vile ſubſtitute for a 


ſoldier ä | | 
Raw, Hold ye, hold ye, Mr. Sarjant, I an't 


"teſted yet; and as I am a free-born Engliſhman, 


thou can'ſt not force me, thou knovſt. 

Buuze. (Aſide.) Who the devil has been putting 
this into his head? Force you, Rawboy ! no, upon 
ſecond thoughts PII have nothing to do with you 
] now deſpiſe you; but after all, I know it has been 
ſome of your mud-headed companions that have 
been adviſing you to this piece of cowardly and diſ- 
honourable dealing; for I always thought, and ſtill 


_ think, that Rawboy is a lad of ſpirit, and very _ 


courageous. 

Raw. (Aſide.) Ecod Ive a plaguy mind to go 
yet, for Sarjant thinks Pm very outrageous. 

Burr. Inform me, Rawboy, like a man of 


honour, as I know you are, who adviſed you to this? 
in Raw. 


—— —— —ü—ñ ẽ — —— N 
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Raw. Why, to ſay truth, Mr. Sarjant, *twas Dick 
Cartwheel, the carman, and Tom Greaſychin, the 
head cook but three at the George---the ſcullion I 
think they call him---They ſaid as how I would be 


taken over ſeas and mountains, to be devoured by 


w1ld beaſts. | 
Burr. And do you think, Rawboy, that I would 
act in ſo treacherous a manner to you or any one--- 


do you? | Looking fiercely at him. 
Raw. Noa, noa---ſo I ſaid, Mr. Sarjant---I ſaid 
if I was to be ſwallowed up alive, I thought the 


French would get the firſt offer, and not wild 
beaſticies. 
Brurr. I ſcorn to have any thing to do with a 
a-man, who will not go as a volunteer; the lite of 
a ſoldier's the life of a gentleman, of a nobleman--» 
even the King himſelf is but a ſoldier, 
Raw. Sol ſaid to them, Sarjant. 


—— — 


, ; 
* 


AIR 


With the heav' ly ſmile of all the fair, 


Raw. Ecod I believe P'll go yet. 
Burr. You have ſeen General Volley, Rawboy ? 
Raw. Hundred times, Sarjant. 
Burr. Why, he was at firſt but a ſingle ſoldier : 
he was made an enſign by ſeizing a pair of colours 
from a French officer, whom he killed; and he like- 
wiſe flew fifteen French dragoons, and ten foot 
* in bringing them off, 
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AIR VIII. Grnor:; 


BLurr. 


A ſoldier is free from every care, 
In peace he's always bleſt 


Who love a red-coat beſt. 


In war, when Britiſh thunder”s burl'd 


On her enemies thro all the world, 

His martial boſom glows 
With honour, with glory, and liberty . 
Our ſoldiers on land, our ſailors on ſea, 


| Fight only to keep their country free 


From the inſullo of her foes, 


In peace, or in war, 
A ſoldier's by far 


The happieſt mortal that breathes. 


For in peace c. 


(Aldi.) 


| Raw- 
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Raw. Lord, lord! what an outrageous man he 
muſt be farjant | 

BLurr. Pſha! that's but a trifle to what I have 
ſeen abroad. Why, laſt war, when I was at the 
ſiege of Quebec, the ſtreets in the Lower Town 
were ſo much overflow'd with French mens' blood, 

that we could hardly get along; and the very river 
St. Lawrence itſelf was the colour of Claret |! 

Raw. What, a monſtrous fine bloody ſight that 
mutt have been, Sarjant'! I almoſt with I had been 
there: *twould have done my heart good to have 
ſeen it. 

Brurr. Ay, Rawboy : had you gone along with 
me as a volunteer, you'd either have made your 
fortune by being a general (for I ſee by your coun- 
- tenance you would have become a great man) or 
have ſlept in the bed of honour with all the heroes 
and princes. of the world. 

Raw. (Aſide.) Ecod 1 ſhould like to be a ern. 
and have a nap in the bed of honour ; for it certainly 
muſt be a mighty fine one where fo ma great 
folks lie. 

Blur. But ſince you . hb cus of Dick 
Cartwheel and Tom Greaſychin to me, and would 
Tather hear the creakings of a plough and harrow, 
than the warlike ſounds of fife, drum, and cannon, 
you may go when you pleaſe. | 
Raw. Lard, Sarjant, it muſt be a fine life, 
indeed, to be a bloody gentleman ſoldier! Wilt 
take me? for ecad I've a mind to go yet. | 

"Bury. Fake you! What after you beat ſuch 
an inglorious retreat! (Aſade.) I muſt keep him of 

a little :---to place a horſe- doctor in the ſame line 
wich a general! No, no, I'm done with you, 


Rawboy. 
a Raw, 0 do, now, Sarjant 3 for 1 feel myſelf 


bold. again 


BLU FF. 
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Brure. After you have baſely trampled under 


- Foot thoſe trophies of honour which made you a 


gentleman ! which ſtamp'd you a hero! 

Raw. (Taking up the ribands, and putting them 
in his hat.) 1 have put them in again; and I beg 
pardon of your worſhip and honour, and all the 
reſt of your bloody ſoldiers: do, naw, Sarjant; 
and I'll give you ſome more punch. 8 

BLurr. What! you pioneer! you hand grenade! 


do you attempt to bribe an officer from doing his duty, 
and opening a treaty of accomodation by offering 


him a bowl of vile punch | 
Raw. I don't mean to give you bad punch, 
Sarjant : it ſhall be made of the beſt rum I can 
ger. Fe 1 | 
Burr. Hence inſtantly ! and let me never view 
your wretched face within my lines of circumvalla- 
tion, or I'll put you to the tortures of the ſword. 
Raw. Do, naw, Mr. Sarjant, I hope your 
bloody and great honour will pardon poor Rawbey. 
On my knees I beg of you! . ; 
Blur. Well; in conſideration of the regard I 
have for your family (drawing his ſword, and laying it 
on his heed) rite once more a genileman ſoldier. I 
reitore you to all your honours; but hereafter, take 
care to march in the proper line of your duty, and 
never offer to deſert your corps. 8 
Raw. I never wall, Mr. Sarjant; and I'll be 
"teſted directly, if your honour pleaſes. N 
Bur. Well, come along then. | 
Raw. La! Sarjant! how happy I am that I'lI 
be a general, and lie in the bed of honour all 
night! what a ſtout man I'll be every morning 


when I get up. ” 


AIR 
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AIR X. SnizL 


RawBorY. 


What a pleaſure *twill be for poor Rawboy to creep 
Into bonour's grand bloody bed! 
With Sarjants, and kings, and queens to ſleep ! 
And drums and guns at his head ! 


How outrageous TI be when 1 riſe ev'ry day, 

' To fight the wild beaſts and the French! 
General Rawboy ſhall foon make them all run away, 
When ecod.this ſtout hand he does clench ! 


S CEN E II. Lapfone's Houſe: Lavrsrone 
diſcovered. 


Lay. I'll hammer his brains out, the ſcoundrel ! 
fills me dead drunk in my own houſe, and perhaps 
makes a cuckold of me before my face! I know 
no other uſe we have in the country for ſoldiers, 
than to ſteal our pigs and our poultry, and raviſh our 
grandmothers, wives, and daughters :---But I'll pre- 
vent Rawboy's going along with him at leaſt. How 
lucky it was that my friend, Kit Cabbage, the taylor, 
ſaw them going acroſs the fields, arm in arm! O for 

.a'glaſs of patience! (Goes to a table and fills a glaſs, 
wobich he drinks.) Ay---now---Oh !---( Holding the 
glaſs in his hand, and looking at it. )---This is the only 
friend I have left in-the world; for let me be never 


ſo dull, it always puts ſpirits into me---O the 77 
| Al 


(Exeunt. 


Of CASTLEBURNYT 23 


AIX X. 8 
LArsroxk. (In a paſſion.) 


0 ho, Mrs. Kate, have ] found out your haunts ! 
Muſt you like your betters have always gallants 
Muſt poor Lapſtone be flitch'd all the days of his * 
To ſuch a croſs grain'd piece of ftuff for a wife? 


Have a care, Mr. Blu 
For you'll 2 me damn d tough, 
At both kick and cuff; 
With awl and with hammer Dll peg you enough. 


With awl, &c. 


Bur here ſhe comes with the impudence of a high- 
wayman's horle. 


Enter KATE 
| Katz. Well, my dear, how do you find your head 


now ? 
LP. (Ade. ) O the double-ſole'd jade! 1 1 
cobble up my paſſion for a little :---Rather heavier 
than it was before I fell aſleep, my dear. 
Kar. Iam ſorry for that; I thought a little nap 
would have clear'd and lighten'd i it. 
Lay. Of the punch it has; but I don't know how 


it is Oh !---( Putting bis band to his head.) I have 


felt all this morning a terrible pain here; I'm afraid 
there's ſomething growing. (Taking her hand, and 


putting it to his bead. ) Don't you feel two hard 


lumps here, like the ſtumps. of trees, my love ? 


E Kak. 
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KArz. Heavens! altho* innocent, I'm diſco- 


vered! ( Aide.) No, my dear, I can't feel any thing; 
but your head is very warm. 

Lap. I can hold no longer With paſſion it is, 
you jade you think becauſe I was drunk, I was 
dead---I was ſtupid, do you? you think I know 
nothing of your pranks with the. Sergeant, do you? 
of your being tack'd together, arm in arm, acroſs 
the fields? 

Karte. Have a little patience, my dear. 

Lay. Down on your knees inſtantly, and tell me 
nothing but the truth; inform me whether I am a 
cukold or not; no heſitation; on your marrow-bones 
this moment. (Ile forces her to kneel.) Now take 
this hammer in your right hand, and this awl in 
your leit---(He puts them in her hands. )---and ſay 
after me :---By this hammer and this awl, which 


cloaths my body, which ſatisfies my hunger, and 


which quenches my thirſt, I have not as yet, nor 
never intends to make my true and lawful huſband, 
Dick Lapſtone, Cobler of Caſtlebury, a cuckold! 
(She ſays it after him.) Kiſs them both. (She kiſſes 
them.) Now I am moſtly ſatisfied ; but — was 
the reaſon of your leaving me, aſleep, and going 
along with the Sergeant, hufly : . 

| Karr. Well, Dick, as you've been ſo good as to 
believe that I never intended to be untrue to you, 
I'Il tell you the whole. 

Lay. That's a good girl, my dear; you'll always 
find me true to my laſt; but let's hear. Gl 
_ Kare. The Sergeant, [ aſſure you, wanted to 


diſhonour you. 


Lay. Did he ?---fill me a glaſs, that I may choak 
my paſſion. (Drinks.) Now I can hear you out 


with patience. 
KATE. When you fell afteep; the Sergeant wade 


love to me, and 1 conſented--- 
LAp. 


Of, :ASTLEYURE Rs 


Lay. What 
KarTz. Seemingly, my dear, to his propcſal; but 


I was reſolved to tell you of his behaviour. 


| Lay. That was right, my little heel-piece. 
Kare. Perceiving his wife ſtealing in behind us, 


and hearkening to our diſcourſe, I juſt, merely for 
a bit of fun, and to vex her a little, conſented to 

take a walk in the fields---and 1 frankly own to 
you, if I had not had more virtue than he had 
honour, you would have ere this been as arrant a 
cuckold as any in Caſtlebury. 

Lay. O the deceiving traitorous ſon of blood |! 
Kar. But, my dear, in order that you may be 
witneſs to it, I appointed him to meet me here in 
half an hour.---I was determined to tell you. 
Lr. That was right, my love! (Kiſſes her.) 
By my ſoul, I'm to meet the Sergeant's wife in a 
little here myſelf---but I muſt contrive to ſend Kate 
out of the way. (Aſide.)—Pll have revenge! | 
KATE. I beg you will be a little calmer, my dear, 


elſe you may do ſome miſchief, 
LAP. No, no, my love---Oh, that's well remem- 


bered---you muſt go to Thickhide- s, the leather- 
merchant, and bring me as much as will cut out 
four pair of ſoles, and fix pair of heel pieces ſet off 
directly. 

Kare. Can't you delay it for an hour or ſo, and 
till you have had proof of the Sergeant's villainy ? - 

Lap. Of that I've had proof enough already, I 
think; but you'll be return'd ere he comes, if not, 
I'll leave him in the houſe, pretending to go about 
ſome bufineſs, meet you, and then I'll puniſh the 
vitlain.---By my awl! {trap and hammer, I would not 
have ſerved him ſo! 

KATx. (Afide.) I'm afraid he may kill him 1n the 
heat of his paſſion ; but I ſhan't = long.---Fare- 


well, my dear, 
E 2 AIR 
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But let not fury urge you on 
To take away hrs life: 
Seldom or never*s juſtice ſhewn 
In murder's cruel knife. 


Be like the parent to his child, 
Whom folly leads aſtray, 
Expoſtulate with reaſon mild: | 
For his amendment pray. (Exit Kate. 


* 
2 1 
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LAP. Pray for his amendment! i'faith he's too 
eld to mend! his /ole and upper-leatbers are rotten 
long ago! he's deviliſhly worſe for wear; and as 
for his life! no, no; I'll have nothing ado with 
lives! I can heel-piece, new ſole, or ſew up a ſhoe 
but, faith, if I were to rip up a man, it would be 
a deviliſh hard Job to ſtitch him up proper for wear 
again ! for the devil a bit of the thread of liſe I can 


* * witre ! 
Enter NANCY. 
NaN. All's clear, I ſee. It was very lucky I lipt 


by Mrs. Lapſtone juſt now without being perceiv'd. 
( Coming e ſo ftly. ) Hiſt ! hiſt Dick | 


A 1x 


Fa 
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Nancy. 


Come, kind Dick, my only joy, 
Let us our affedtion prove 
Aud the preſent hour- employ, _ 
. While our hearts are fil d with love. 
Love, love each boſom fires, 
Teaſing, pleaſing both prince and ſwain; 
*Tis the ſum of our defies : ü 
Soothing, ſmoothing every pain. 
Earthly treaſure ] 
Heawnly pleaſure ] 
Fineſt feeling ; 
Bliſs revealing 
To the human ſoul. 
King of paſſions ; 50 : 
In all nations 


All mighty Love's above controul. 


Enter LAPSTONE. 


LA. My dear Mrs. Bluff! you are ſo true to 
your time! (K1fing ber.) but did not you meet 
Kate! 

Nax. I did; but paſs'd by her unobſerv'd. 

Lap. Are you ſure of that? 

Nan. I am poſitive ſhe could not know me, it is 
ſo very dark i in your paſſage, 
| KarTz, 
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KArx. r in.) Do yo think ſo, Mrs. Impu- 
dence | the Sergeant's wife, and my huſband, as I 
live! This is Satan reproving fin! I am happy 
that I can bridle my anger, and look on them both 
with ſcorn! ( Ade.) 

Lr. What a pity it is, my dear Mrs. Bluff, that 
in this wicked world the men and women are not 
always pair'd equally. 

Karg. Well, I could not have thought this! nor 
believ'd it, i [ had ſeen it! What an __ 
ful vallain! ( A/fiae.). 

Nan. How pair'd, my dear Dick ? 

Karx. My ear Dick ! The impudent Jade. 

(Ade. 

let Why, PI tell tell you. Weill W 
my dear, we'll ſuppoſe Kate and I a pair of ſhoes; 
ſhe ſlop made, cut out of a coarſe cow hide, rather 
better than a Scotch brogue, and I the beſt made 
Engliſh calf-ſkin pump, with 'a double row of 
ſtitching, and my upper-leathers and quarters Wy 
bound. 

KATE. Pve a good mind Her to ſee him again | 

(Aſide. 

Lap. Now mind me; how can ever that there 
coarſe ſhoe, and this here fine neat-made pump 
either look well together, or wear alike; for the 

cow-hide being of a bad quality, do ye mind me, 
and not bound, will ſoon loſe its ſole, and its 
upper-leathers wont be worth the wearing. 
NaN. Well, I voy, my dear, what) yau've ſaid 
| 1 EN true, 

LAP. Fm glad you think ſo: my love! 

(Taking her by the hand. 

Kare, O! the baſe man to ſpeak ſo of me, 
and treat me thus, after a all the vows of conſtancy he 
has made! = © A Ze. 


AIR 
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AIR XIII. Tune, PII never leave thee. 


Lay. My Nancy, I love you dear! 
Nan. May I believe ye? 

Lap. Throw off ev'ry fooliſh fear. 
Nan. Pray don't deceive me | 


KATE. (Behind.) Alas! my heart's like to burſt ! 
Nought can appeaſe me ! 

Was ever poor girl ſo curſt ! 
Death "oy muſt eaſe me ! 


Burr. ( Peeping in and ſpeaking ſoftly. 0 Mrs. 1 
ſtone! Mrs. Lapſtone ! my dear Kate] where are 
you? I hope the fot her huſband is out. (Afide. 

Kare. The Sergeant's voice! but no, I ſcorn to 
be reveng'd at the expence of my virtue. (Ade. 

Lay, (Pulling her.) Now's the time my ſweet 
Mrs. Bluff! 

Nax. O you men! you're ſo agrecatble 

Burr. What! What! what the devil do I hear! 
Lapſlone and my wife! (Aide. 

Nax. Don't, —--my dear Dick ;---another time 

BLurr. Blood and thunder! what a mine's here 
juſt going to be ſprung (Alde. 

LAP. (Still pulling ber.) Dont be afraid; no body 
will interrupt us: my wife is gone on a fools 
errand, and your huſband is beſieging Quebec over 
a bowl of punch at the Harrow. 

BLurr. Think you ſo, you vile ſon of Criſpin ? 
what an ambuſcade ! what a counterfeit ! But PII 


inſtantly run them both through. (Draws his ſiword. 
Nax. 


[= Co8BLER 


Nax. O you're fo enticing ! 
Lay. One kiſs---and then! | 
(Lapſtone attempting to kiſs her is ſeix'd on by Kate, 
while the Sergeant takes hold of Nancy.) 

Karz. Nay, I can't contain my rage no longer! 
(To her huſhand.) Is this your villainous prac- 
tices ?---is this my requital for being virtuous ? 

Bury, And you, you deceittul ambuſrade of 
infamy ! to ſurrender to a greaſy cobler !----But P11 
this moment ſend you both on an expedition to 
eternity! (He is going to run them through, but is 
prevented by Kate and Rawboy.) 


Enter RAWBOY. 


Raw. O la! Sarjant, what's the matter? I 
thought the houſe was on fire; put by your ſword, 
Sargant, this is no field of battle 

Kate. Hold, hold, Mr. Sergeant; there's no 
crime committed which can provoke you to murder; 
this 1s going too far; I am the only one here that 
| deſerves to have revenge; by your audacious attacks 
on my honour on the one fide, and my huſband's 
infidelity on the other---but, as my paſſion 1s abatad, 
I forgive you allo. 

Raw. Lard! what does all this mean? Ecod I 
know no more about it than the man in the moon. 

Nax. I'm ſure it was nothing but revenge that 
drove me to it; but as Mrs. Lapſtone is to good 
as to forgive me, I do her with all my heart. 

Lae. Sergeant, give me your hand; ſince our 
wives have ſewed up their ill- nature, it would be 
cowardly in us not to follow their example. 

BLuee. Well, as I've always had the courage to dra 
my ſword, I hope I ſhail never want the humanity 
to ſheath it. (Sheaths it.) But you, ye little 5 
(To Nancy.) how could you think of doing ſo? 

| | | Nan, 
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Nax. How could you, my dear? 
BLurr. Well, no more of it---I have done. 


Raw. Ecod I'm glad it's all done; I hope it is the 
laſt field battle I ſhall ever ſee fought i in a houſe !--- 
And now, Sarjant, I've bid farewel to mother, ſweet- 
heart, and all acquaintances: I am ready and 
willing to ſet off to-morrow morning. 

BLurr. That's ſpoken with the ſpirit of an 
Engliſhman, Rawboy. 

Lay. Kate, to 7 our happy agreement, 
and drink ſucceſs to thy brother in the army; let us 
have directly a bowl of punch, and ſpit a couple of 


2 


your beſt fowls, that we may end the night in mirth 


and jolity. 


F FF 


oo 


F IN A I. F. 
Burr. 


Come, ye Britiſh youths ſo free, | 


Whoſe hearts beat high with liberty, 


To arms, protect this queen of iſles 


f = From haughty France Y crafty Wiles,” 


Nancy. 


toms ye too Jjewitehine fair, 


Tate off the chains which does enſuare 


Our martial heroes ſo renown'd, 


And let them be with conqueſt crown'd. 


RAwBOv. 


Come ye briſk and jovial boys, 
Come and bear the cannons noiſe ; 
Come, come quickly, follow me, 


Well beat our foes by land and ſea. 


KATE. 


Come ye young and come ye old; 
In freedom's cauſe be always bold: 
is death to live, *tis life to die, 


If we are rob'd of liberty. 
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LAPSTONE. 


Come ye jarring parties all, 

Your private feuds and ſpleen let fall: | 
Unite, and well ſoon overthrow 
Britannia's vain and faithleſs foe. 


CHORUS. 


Come ye jarring parties all, Sc: 
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